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THE RIVER IS CALLING YOU 


Tonight as | stand on the Wabash 
And gaze through the Sycamore trees, 
| visualize a husky boy, 

With a dirty face and rusty knees. 

I can see you climb the river bank, 
And roam in the woods all day long, 

| can hear you whistle and sing, 

The birds gaily echo your song. 


From the windows | fancy | see 

The candle-light flickering through, 
| can hear your mother’s sweet voice 
Endearingly calling for you. 

The tall sycamores and the river 

Still stand where you happily trod, 
And surely your spirit is here 
Though you rest on an alien sod. 


But sometime soon, if we have our way, 
We will bring you back to your home, 
To rest beneath the sycamores 

On the river where you loved to roam. 


THOUGHTS 


Our thoughts are things. We often find 

A deed will grow in fertile mind, 

And each thought wave flows into space 

To make a path where one can trace 

A row of flowers, or, row of weeds, 

For thoughts are things and things are deeds. 


Lillian Robertson Beck. 
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A BOX OF CHOCOLATES 


A box of chocolates, 

From you, to me; 
“Sweets to the sweet,” you say— 
But the kiss that you gave 

With your gift, my dear... 

Is sweeter any day! 


OLD DOG 


Old dog, what do you dream about 
When you make those whimpering sounds 
In your sleep... . 

Are you running the hunting fields again 
And thrilling to wild sweet smells 

Of a meadow, with dewey grasses 

That hide so well 

The wild things your master is hunting? 
Or are you a puppy once more... . 
Learning the many things 

You should not do. 

When | rouse you from your napping, 
You look at me for a moment 

With startled unrecognition. 

Then your eyes smile again, 

Your tail thumps, and with a lazy yawn 
You start to come to me. 

When | stop you with a word, 

You lie for a moment in indecision, 
Then quietly go back to your dreaming. 
Old dog, what do you dream about? 


Carmencita Pfohl. 


POSSESSIONS OF A POET 
A poet perceives 
the earth: 


the animated smell of rain-drenched dirt, 
the flapping of a buzzard’s wing, 

the flavor of life, 

rich and pungent—then quietly sweet. 


the sea: 


the sleepy waves in the doldrums, 
the tremulous waves in angry waters. 


the sun: 


in morning's lucid negligee, 
in twilight’s gown of tarnished gold. 


the stars: 
laughing sequins. 
A poet pursues 


the sky: 

immortal throne of the Absolute. 
and with the impetuousness of youth, 
the stolid sageness of time— 


A poet reaches 
high, higher, 
deep, deeper, 
He is satisfied. 


Mabel Skeen. 


MODERN PROPHETS 
Shrill sounds of shrieking sirens prophecy 
In wailing tones, the sorrow of the land, 
Like flaming torches, they are forerunners 
Of destruction and death in the making. 


TEARS 
Tears, those soft tear drops which now and then 
we humbly shed 


When word or deed can never express 
and our heart’s voice seems dead. 


Tears make it known that we are wrapped 
in gloom's dark cloak of sadness, 


Or else, perhaps, the Gods have smiled 
and our tears are wreaths of gladness. 


Perhaps they welcome roseate life, 
just entering this vale of tears, 


Or bid adieu to some dear friend 
who has conquered his span of years. 


Tears drop from the windows of our soul 
and into our chalice of emotion, 


Tears flow sweetly, glorious ripples 
from that inner fount of devotion. 


FOREVER 

Can a flame be quenched with drops of oil, 
Or a weary soul refreshed with toil? 
Can you fetter the wings of a butterfly, 
Or dim the light of a starlit sky? 
Can a cloud be reached in the blue above, 
Or can my heart beat without your love? 

Mary Shadley Somers. 


AFTER MANY YEARS 


| dreamed of love as a witching thing, 
Moon-drenched gossamer threads of gold; 
A lover's lips in burning kiss, 

As “desert sands that ne'er grow cold.” 


l felt that love in all its depths 
Of ecstasy, heartbreak, and pain; 
The world forgot, | worshipped there 
Entranced, in Eros’ shining fane. 


| drained the cup that life decreed, 
Of singing stars; of broken heart; 
| watched the blazing flame burn low 
And saw the ghost of love depart. 


But from the ashes rose a wraith 

That grew into a shining form; 

Thus from the death of love’s desires 
Was friendship’s glowing beauty born. 


BEAUTY 


Golden wheat fields waving in the sun, 

Gleam of firelight when the day is done; 

Cattle a-graze on the hillside slope, 

A child’s eager eyes, inspired by hope. 
A road that winds by a rippling stream, | 
Gray mists of rain and the dawn’s first gleam. | 
A hard task done, because of duty, 
All things of God—therein lies beauty. | 


Virginia Leach Ballou. 


MODERN NOCTURNE 


Scraps of noise, red and screeching, 
Slit the seething city rumble, 

Blades of light slice the moonbeams, 
Neon ribbons leap and tumble. 


Penthouse stars blink and glow, 
Unlike the frosty ones l've known; 
All is warm and beckoning, 
Even eerie Chinatown. 


Trombones blare, cornets tear 
Tango rhythms to tiny bits; 
Jazz, more jazz, and jamboree, 
Hi-de-ho! more song hits. 


Skyscraper, lift me to your heights, 
Show me where you keep the moon; 
Give me soft and purple peace, 
Show me diamond stars still bloom. 


BLOTS OF INK 


Blots of ink from a scratchy pen 
Bring words both old and new; 

We'll scratch and blot awhile and then 
We'll see what words can do. 


Elsie Mae Nicholson. 


HEART OF INDIANA 


Where the rising moon with the ruddy gleams 
Of autumn fires and harvest glow, 
Tops the trees and roundly beams 
On rolling prairies that lie below 
In waving fields of the grains they grow, 
There, a song is borne on the pulsing night 
By the whippoorwills and the winds that blow— 
From the heart of a land where peace is might. 


When the cold of winter has stilled the streams 
And jammed with ice their sluggish flow, 
From busy mills a whistle screams 
A song of labor that cities know 
Of, “Come to work and home to go.” 
But the hills and valleys are still and white, 
Their silence a hymn to the glistening snow 
From the heart of a land where peace is might. 


When the thrushes sing in their summer dreams 
In the fragrant pink of a crab-apple row, 
When redbud and dogwood flaunt their schemes 
Of crimson and white where it will show 
And fields lie fallow ready to sow, 
From the marshes shadowed by waning light 
Come a medley of cadences, deep and slow 
From the heart of a land where peace is might. 


Oh Indiana, win each foe 
To the loyal allegience that you invite 
With the strength and livlihood you bestow 
From the heart of a land where peace is might. 


Lucille Streacker. 


MY MOTHER 


“Mother” —oh such a beautiful name, 
By you, into this world | came. 

You watched me through my baby days, 
You taught me my first hymn of praise. 
You smiled on me with loving pride, 
When first | toddled by your side. 


Mother dear—yes it was you 

Who taught me to be kind and true. 
Into your arms | used to creep, 

And you would rock me fast asleep. 
And when | hurt my tiny knee, 

You always kissed it tenderly. 


Mother dear—how much | owe 

To you, who taught me how to grow. 

You trained me dear, to look above, 

And worship God, whom all is love. 

| love you dear, there is no other, 

With thankful heart, | call you “Mother.” 


Helen Pfoh! Wells. 


THE FLOWER BY THE ROAD 


Just a gaily-petaled flower 
Blooming in a roadside bower, 
Gave the toiler faith and love, 
In the beauties from above. 


Gave him hope and gave him cheer, 
For the things he held most dear, 
Gave him strength to go his way, 
Filled with joy throughout the day. 


END OF THE DAY 


The sun is sinking down to rest, 
All is quiet, serene and still, 
The golden shadows streak the west 

With beauty over plain and hill. 


The air is calmly clean and cool, 

A sweetness floats the evening breeze 
The crickets sing beside the pool, 

And leaves stir gently on the trees. 


The lowing herd winds homeward bound 
With tinkling bells so sweet and low, 

The birds chirp forth a sleepy sound, 
The night is coming all must know. 


Pauline Rea Cox. 


THE PRAYING TREES 


Outlined against the wintry sky, 
Their barren branches reach 
Upwards, toward the God on high, 
In reverent, muted speech. 


As supplicants before a throne, 

Their outstretched arms are reaching, 
And passing time has always shown, 
They're granted their beseeching. 


| listen as | pass along— 

Intent to hear them praying, 

The wind in whispers makes a song, 
Of all that they are saying. 


MY MOTHER 


| wonder if she knew 

How brave she was, 

That those around her grew 
More dauntless too, because 
Of shining spirit 

That she so displayed, 

Like music drifting back, 
From a parade. 


Mary L. Wendholt. 
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HIDE AND SEEK 


(To daughters, Marian and Beth) 


Only yesterday, you played 
And romped upon the floor; 

Little girls with eyes of blue, 
Ages—two and four. 


Today I've looked for you 
Hiding behind some chair, 
Or perhaps it is the closet door 
But no, you were not there. 


| know, you're beneath the bed, 
But | looked and did not see 

Two pairs of roguish laughing eyes 
Peering out at me. 


| even opened up a box 
| keep my blankets in, 
Suspecting you had gone to sleep 
With covers to your chin. 


| paused for just a moment 
Tired of my little game; 

And beheld my own two darlings 
As into the room they came. 


Out of the realm of childhood 
Stepped my babes of two and four, 


Now lovely teen-age daughters 
Knock at my heart’s door. 


Colene Nash. 
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YOUNG LOVE 


Today | wear my bright, red dress, 
To hide the bleakness of my heart, 
Why did your love for me grow cold? 
1 will not cry! VIl act the part! 


| still can smile, be nonchalant, 

To hide the cruel tearing pain, 

At such a cost—the world can't know, 
How can | live and laugh again! 


You did not mean it when you said 

You loved me, (I believed it true), 

Then kissed me, but | should have known 
It was a practiced art with you. 


| am so young to die for love, 

Despondent, broken by my woe, 
| know l'Il never love again— 
At least not for a week or so. 


INTANGIBLE 
My love 
Cannot be kept 
With bands of steel or chains, 
Your faith, a slender, silken thread 
Holds fast. 


Alma C. Mahan. 


